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the ninth book with the main story of the poem, the proofs which
I have adduced to show that it is a subsequent edition still seem
to me conclusive. Whether it is an addition by the same, or by a
different author, is matter of inference more or less uncertain. My
inference still points to different authorship, but I shall not
pretend to pronounce on this question with the same confidence.
I must say that, on reviewing my remarks on the structure and
conception of the poem, and on the proof which it exhibits of parts
original and parts superadded, I still think them perfectly just
and sound, as well as coincident with antecedent probability, I
shall distinguish, by words more pointed than I have yet done,
between that which I think visible in the poem, and the inferences
as to one or many authors, which may reasonably be deduced
therefrom, but which must always remain inferior in certainty.

I hope you have been pleased with the fifth and sixth volumes.
The few verdicts which I have yet heard are as favourable as I
could reasonably hope.

I have recently read Lord Hervey's Memoirs, on the recom-
mendation of a friend. If you have not read them I recommend
them to your notice, for they really afford the best expose of the
real interior of a court which I have ever happened to light upon,
resting, too, upon evidence which seems above all suspicion.

Think how hardly Lord Hervey has been used by having been
always hitherto judged according to the satirical picture of Sporus,
in Pope! This is just the way in which the libels of Aristo-
phanes have produced their effect uncontradicted.

I am coming to town for a day or two on Friday or Saturday,
and shall hope to be able to have a little conversation with you.
It is lucky that this Tooting cholera did not happen while you
were at the head of the Poor Law Office. How the c Times'
would have set upon you!

To resume the thread of our personal proceedings. Re-
flecting upon the peril and disquietude suffered by our
esteemed French friends during the last twelve months,
G-rote felt moved to show Ms sympathy with them, by
repairing to Paris for a week or two. We put up at the
Hotel Bristol, staying there about a fortnight, or rather more.

To find himself actually living under a Republic, caused
Q-rote to feel unwontedly excited, although he could not
help entertaining serious misgivings as to the stability
of " the concern." He was elated, too, by the successto be carried
